S8 R T 


— 


Addreſſed to the Rev“. Mr. C. CH-RCH-LL. 


L o 5 
Printed for W. TOHNSTON, in LupGaTz-STREET 1 : 
And W.GRIGG, Bookſeller in Ex ET AA. 
MDCC LXIII. 


— 


E 
AUG 20 1912 


A 4 3 . — 3 LI , f * 
N 7 - 17141 6 CE © . . . 1 * — JF * . * o — 
* 
* * 1 ; * PF * - 
* F a %& gw ? . * 1 - 4 * , c : 
. 4 . , - . : — FY 
* 
5 B f 0 
4 2 = 
* . 
* 1 = * 


HEN the young Bard firſt ſtrikes his ſounding lyre, 
Wing'd with gay hopes, inflam'd with Fancy's fire, 
Ardent he graſps at Fame, he ſprings on high, 
Soars through th' etherial manſions of the {ky ; 

Views where the comets roll their fiery rio; 

Where gloomy thunders keep their aweful reign ; 

Gazes intranc'd on the bright God of day, 


And drinks in vigour with the genial r ray ; 
Outſtrips the pinions of the rapid wind, 
And leaves faint lab'ring reaſon far behind ; 
| Looks with contempt on cooler mortals down, 
Deſpiſes ſenſe, and laughs at wiſdom!'s frown. 
Sound- ſtruck, the croud admire; what gen rous rage ! 
The Poet ſtands confeſt in every page 
Or, elſe to ſome ſoft nymph he tells his pain, 
Tortur'd by love, he burns in every vein, 
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Dire pangs, and anxious grief condemn'd to feel, | . 
And Cupid's arrows, ſharper far than Reels een 

Poor love-lorn youth! | his griefs the virgins ſhare, 

Read the ſoft lines, and bathe them with a tear. 2 Mes 

But I, in whom perhaps not quite ſo ſtrong 


The power of Cupid, or the power of ſong, 
Content with meaner thoughts, and humbler views, 
Reſign to thoſe their eagle-plumed Muſe, 
The ſtarry hoſts, and regions of the air, 
The fame to be acquired—God knows where; 
| | Flames, arrows, darts, and burning loves to write 
8 Plain proſe-like metre, honeſt and bat 


Art's dull deſigns I 1 deteſt, 
The enemy of genius, and the peſt; 
| That imitating ape, whoſe flimſy rules 
| - By blundering critics, and by leaden fools, 
| Alone are follow'd, who all-vainly ſtrive 
To keep the flame of Poetry alive; 


Frigidly warm, and creepingly ſublime, 
They rant in blank, or glibly flide in rhime. 
Thoſe I deſpiſe, oy matchleſs Ch-ch-ill taught 


That to correct and poliſh is a fault; 1 


Ain 
That who would write the ſtrong, energic ſtrain, 
Muſt catch his thoughts juſt reeking from the brain: 
Then hot with generous life, each ſentence glows, FEY 
Then the 1 ſtream of liberal fancy flows. 


Unhappy Pope! ah, wherefore didſt chou chuſe 
So regular, ſo orderly a Muſe? 
Why didſt thou vainly labour to refine 
The ſtrenuous roughneſs of Donne's nervous line ? N 
Miſtaken as thou wert, how couldſt thou dare Wal 7; 17 
Thy quaintly-jingling notes with his compare ? 
How have the vanity to think to pleaſe, 
Writing with purity, with —_ with caſe ? 


arn'd by thy failings, on. the ſtormy tide 
Of ar ſecure our bark ſhall ride; 
No method here, each beauty to confound, 
No lucid diſpoſition ſhall be found ; 
But, as th' ideas jumble in our brain, 
We'll ſcribble on, nor labour to explain, 
Conſume not time-in prodigal expence, 
Nor rob poor Critics of their Monthly pence, 
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Treading the glorious paths our maſter trod, 


1 We'll ſmile contemptuous underneath the rod 3 * 
Yet, mighty Satyriſt, thrice-honour'd name, 
We dare not raſhly emulate thy fame, 

Thy paths with down-caſt modeſty we tread, 
And humbly follow where thy footſteps lead. 


Abſorb'd in thought, what firſt ſhall be the theme? 
What Paſt'ral, | Satire, Prophecy, or Dream? 
What dark epiſtle, or what ghoſtly ſpell ? 

What party. lies new-coin'd, and brought from hell? 
What perſonal abuſe to pleaſe the town ? | 
What Lord-May'rs trinkets, or what parſon's gown ? 
What ſubje& fitter than the Play'rs ? thoſe knaves 
Are thine, are mine, are ev'ry perſons ſlaves: | 
The publick mark; the butt for ev'ry fool 

To ſhoot the arrow of his ridicule. 


But ſay, ſhall Genius ſtoop his tow'ring wing. 
So low, and of poor, reptile actors ling ? 


Why not? ere now, Pe ſeen the gilded fly 15 


On radiant plumes expanded, mount on high, 
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Then cow'ring ſeel the earth, and on my worde 

The ſelf- ſame fly has piteh d vpon a — nf 

80 tis with Genius, his unbounded flight 

Is to no goal confin'd, of depth or height; 

He does whate'er. he will, to him tis given 

To dive to hell, to mount aloft” to heaven: 

Sounding he mounts aloft with mighty flutter, 

Then ſinks, and pores his. noſe into a gutter. 

Come then, m Muſe, away and ſeek the ſtage, 5 

Prepare the ſcourge, with unrelenting rage "Na 

Chaſtiſe the ſervile race, till black and ome .- 
; Their private foibles are expos'd to view, | 

Tortur'd and mangled by poetic fury, 

And damn'd to death, without or Judge or jury. 


With them in * known by the ſoft grimace 
That fits upon his ever- ſmirking face, | 
Shall chymic H--l! be hung-----but lo, on high = 
Where Faction's angry *©* banners flout the ſky!” 


Hence every other theme! who'll gain a name þ 


Amid her warring ſons muſt ſeek out fame 30 
Muſt walk with boldneſs in her ſtormy way W 4296] 
And as ſhe dictates, render blame or praiſe; 215 od 
Enn + Perform 
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order what ſhe will, 

„ reſolve to kill. 
The die is caſt and now with utmoſt ſpeed 
Cxſar ſhall paſs the Rubicon or Tweed. 
Yes, tis reſoly'd---O ye North Britons hear, 


And whome'er ſhe 


Ne'er ſhall the ſigh, neer ſhall the pleading: tear, 


Retard my vengeance ; yes, a nation's fall 
Shall, if it can be ſated, fate my gal 


O Famine ! Goddeks a gut tor: ring ; Gray 7 


Oft, tho unwillingly, my guts obey ; : 5 
Whoſe face I oft have ſeen, unhappy liner! 3M 
Licking my lips at an ideal dinner ; "TY | 
O thou diſperſer * the ſumes which rain” | 

A muzzy moiſture on the poet's brain! 

Com panion of the Muſes ! O divine, 

Lank, fleſhleſs, ſkinny nymph, unto thy ſhrine 


I bend, from each groſs rank-fed humour free; * 


Come let us propheſy a propbecy, 
Which Caledonia having heard, Deſpair, 


Flitting on raven pinions through the air, | 
Shall bid her ſons (unleſs thou antedate 
The dreadful moment) ſhare Lycambes fate. 


Accurſed 


＋ SATIRE. „ 
Accurſed Scotia | in thy ample bannt 
Nor virtue, ſenſe, nor valour can be fads : 
Could he by the vile action get a groat, | 
There's not a Scotchman but would cut your throat. 
Cunning the race is bleſt with - but the air 
Nips every bud of ſenſe that riſes there. 
That they're unloyal, baſe, and fear to die 
Germania's plains have ſeen the daſtards fly. 


Would you each vice, without one virtue find, 


Look withinſide a ranc'rous Scotchman's mind ;, 
Like the grand tempter of mankind, the devil: 
Eternally, unalterably evil. 


Yes, foes to England, traitors to the throne, 
Blaſters of all men's intereſt, but your own, 
Your plague, my country's champion I will be, 
And friend to W-Ik-s, the friend of liberty, 
Who'll ſay W-lk-s prints becauſe he's poor? Ill rife. 
And tell the frontleſa villain. that he lies. | 
Who'll ſay W-lk-s puffs, and toils, and ſweats, 1 
WIk-s wants a place? I'll pluck him by the noſe, 


Who'll ſay his patriotiſm is a farce, | 


A ſpecious, fly pretence ? III kick his . | | 
| ; QC Who'll 
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Who'll ſay that W-Ik-s is not as he appears? Baris A 
I'll doff my parſon's gown and box his cars. 


Will you ſo, maſter Parſon ? there are Jaws; 
I mind them not, bold in my country's cauſe, - : 


Pepper and hho at this period end, 
Strive we if poſſible our ſtile to mend: 
Throw this ironic, empty dreſs away, 
And iſſue forth from twilight into day. | 
With Ch-rch-ll I may fay, © Hence laviſh awe, - 
'Thou Nature art my Goddeſs, to thy law 
Myſelt I dedicate,” hat ſcorn'd be he, 
Whate'er his parts, whate'er his | genius be, 


Whoſe nature, fraught with bitterneſs and rage, 


Blots with ſoul rancour his invenom'd page; 
Whom the malicious Furies urge along 

To impious ſtrains, and virulence of ſong. 
What tho Apollo's brighteſt rays inſpire 

His ſoul ? what tho' the warm poetic fire 
Glow-ir euch nervous line? his language chaile; 


Vet, daring, ſull, yet not a word to waſte! 
Correctly wild, and elegantly bold, 


If all his excellence is meanly ſold? | 4 
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If each ſatyric dart is whet ſo keen, 
To ſooth the rabble's idle, envious ſpleen ? 
Rather to laſh the perſon than the vice; 
For one to cenſure thouſands, at the price 
Of fair ingenuouſneſs, at the expence 


Of common decency, nay common ſenſe ? 


Say, Ch-rch-1l ſay, for, if not warp'd aſide, 


The powers of judgment in thy breaſt reſide ; 
Say truly, does not ſuch a wretch as this 


Employ the bounteous gifts of heaven amiſs, | 


Who wit's fierce ſallies cares not to reſtrain, 


But gives to churliſh wantonneſs the rein ? 


Who, worrying all; will not the harmlef ſpare ? | 


And doth he not deſerve the name of Bear? 


Can Satire cer where Truth is not, reſide ? : 
And doth ſhe not till walk by Reaſon's fide P. FD 
Is not meek Candour always in her train N 
And doth not Juſtice prompt her ſacred ftrain? 


Doth ſhe not with a noble pride ſtill fly © © 
Where Virtue waves her ſilver flag on high? 
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Beneath her conduct ſteadily advance, 


Still pointing againſt Vice her golden lance ? 


Draws ſhe the bow, and does the arrow fly, 
Not to 2 but only to deſtroy ? 

No; let the Libeller with pois nous breath, 
Like the vext Madman, ſcatter fire and death : 


Satire, to what vile Envy ſpies, is blind; 


The foe to vice, the friend to all mankind, 


Yes, thee Good. Mature / lovelieſt nymph, I praiſe, 
To thee my every pow'r, to thee my lays. 
I conſecrate ; let vengeful Bards diſdain 
To own the glories of thy geatle reign; + 
Diſdain thy ſoft, perſuaſive voice to hear; 


Diſdain thy robes of innocence to wear: 


Still on my head ſprinkle thy heavenly dew, 


Still let my boſom bear thy milky hue ; 
Still coolly let my lays be pour'd along; 


Thou wilt not juſtify the rage of ſong.” 
By thee, fair maid, inſpir d, I will not pry, - 


With down-caſt face, and ſcrutinizing eye, 
Into the dirty ſink, and thence diſplay 


Each bluſhing action to the face of day: 4 
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Ill not uphold the magnifying glaſs 

T' exaggerate the follies as they paſs: 

My Satire goes upon another plan, 
And blames the Auzhor, but not ſtabs the Man. 


Is H-g-rth ſuch as Ch-rch-Il gives him forth, 
80 eminent in ill, ſo void of worth, 
So monſtrous in iniquity, ſo bold 
In vice, fo full of envy, yet ſo old? 
Into ſome deſart iſle be H-g-rth driven, 


Alien from man, and an outcaſt from heaven. 


Does a falſe, venal Scottiſh ſtateſman dare 
Abuſe with lies his R-y-I $-v'r-gn's ear? 
Hide a baſe heart beneath a glitt ring ſtar? 
Patch up a peace more dang'rous than a war ? 
Luxurious fatten on a kingdoms ſtore, | 
Ard then make purchaſes---to ſhew he's ET 
There let the ſtrains more animated flow, 
And ftrike the perjur d villain co” and thro”. 
But fay, for one man's 3a mult all men bleed, 
Whether on this, or tother fide the Tweed? 
Cannot, alas! one righteous man be found | 


Between the northern and the ſouthern. bound? 
b no = Are 
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Are all the objects of our Ai 


Is there not one but what is knave or fool? | 
As well it may be ſaid, becauſe the rain 


Deſcends in London, it muſt fall in Spain; 
As well it may be ſaid, becauſe my head 


Is none o th' wiſeſt, all men's elſe are lead. 


I am no Scotchman, nor am much their friend, 


J neither blame them much, nor much commend ; 


Vet for their Poetry, by heav'n not all 


Tube ſtrains they boaſt, not their admir d Fingal, 


Not all the Home has writ, or cer ſhall write, 
Shall ever ſo ſeduce my mental fight, 

As not to own with pleaſure and ſurpriſe, 
That in thy lines ten thouſand beauties rile ; 
That genuine Humour, Fancy's eaſy air, 

And ſtrongly-imag'd piQuring is there: 

That real genius the materials wrought, 


Ah! was there but a rectitude of thought! 


While that is wanting, all in vain thy name 
Will claim precedence in the liſts of fame. 
N ow, while the theme is freſh, the ſubje& new, 


And what is ſung is preſent to our view, 


Now 


| rn 
Now popular applauſe, with happy gale 

Drives on the bark, and fills each op ning fail. 
But in ſome future age, when men ſhall care 
For things then preſent, not for things that were; 
When intereſted paſſion ſhall be dead, 

And lucky time and circumſtance be fled, 

In vain it may attempt to ſtem the tide, 

Its object loſt, wit is ſoon caſt aſide. 

Ah think not, Ch-rch-ll, envy bids me write, 
No, I would have thee aim a nobler flight: 

The mean /ampoon, the libel baſe deſpiſe; 

And -mount above the reach of vulgar eyes, 

| Among thoſe noble few, for whom the Muſe 
Sweet flowers, and never-fading laurels ſtrews. 
The voice of praiſe our willing ſouls obey, 


Where Genius ſoars, where Yirtue points the way: 


Here might my ſong have ended well : but fear 
Stands by my fide, and whiſpers in my ear, 
That our poetic Cenſors with a frown 805 
May blaſt the work, and ſhake its bloſſoms down : 


3 3 
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| That they're prepar d to ſnarl, perhaps to bite, 

| |: And woe to him who dares reſiſt their might: 

Mangled all over he the time will rue, 

A ghaſtly figure to the public view: 

That by good words, I may avert my fate, 

As Sibyl charm'd rough Cerberus with a cate, 


Ye ſage Reviewers, who in council fit, 
Sole arbitrators of the prize of wit : 
Who keep the literary world in awe 
With iron rod, yourſelves above the law : 
Whole garrets, like ſome giants den of yore, 
Are hung with wretch's limbs, and ſtain d with ores 
Ye wiſe and ſkilful veterans, who are ſure 
To know my ſtile, tho I ne'er wrote before : 
By intuition wond'rous, at firſt fight, 

Can tell that black, is black, and white is white; 
Or if you pleaſe to ſhew your learned knack, 
By rules, prove black is white, and white is black: 
Deſcendants of the Stagyrite---but ſpurious--- 

In rhimes and chimes moſt marvellouſly curious; 


Each verſe condemning, ſhould it chance to fail | 
In muſically clinking at the tail, 
z, | Extol- 
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Extolling him aloft, who trolls Go: 5 F en, 
With jingling cadency his weak Ca: : 
To you, great Critics, I due homage pay, 
To you I dedicate this firſt eſſay. 1865 
Ah, Thawckums may I hope your birchen rage, - 
Will ſpare the breech of inexperienc'd age? 
Ah, may I hope, if down I proſtrate fall, 
And with you, worſhip Ignorance, your Baal, 


That ſhe'll in pity influence your mind, 

(For ſure ſhe can) to. be a little kind, 

One youngling Bard for once to overlook, | 
And not inſert his faults in your black book ? 
Or may I hope, if tis my luckleſs fate, 


Tho' all unwitting, to incur your hate, | ee" aut 
The critic ford that you'll with mercy draw, | ta 4 
And cut my head off at a ſingle blow ? br 
Brief be the execution ?---Thou'rt a fool: 
Or, we'd adviſe thee, friend, to go to "TIL 
Or, Tumble L ay, a Jumble, tis indeed, 

Of nonſenſe ; or, This is a rank-grown weed. 
Of mount Parnaſſus, which the foſt ring ſun 
Of Genius never car'd to ſhine upon. 
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$0 kindly flain, at my untimely death” © © © 
| | Il not repine, but with my lateſt breath (210 


"Ex: Forgive my murderers, and pray that al! "a1 
J ol the leaſt worth or merit, ſo may fall. e DL 
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